

Lorn Labour's hff: 

A giltNuimcgge, 

Ber, A Lemmon. 

Z<?». Scuckc with Cloues.^^ 

Nocloucn. 

S rag. The Arrnifotem Mars of Lamces the almiehtr. 
Gaue HeEkor a gift ^ the heire of lliion \ 6 

^ man fo breathed^ that cert.aine heivouldfighti yea 
From morne till nighty oHtofhis Famllion. 

I am that Flower. 

Dum* ThatMiat^ 

Long. That Cullambine. . 

Brag. SweetLord Zo/ 3 f^^A!#i 7 ,relncthy tongue^ 

Zi^/^.Imuft rathcrgiucitthereinei for it runs againft 
and ZTff a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fwcet War-man is dead and rotten 
Sweet chuckcs^bcat not the bonesof the buried / 

But I will forward with my deui cc ; 

Sweet Roy aide bellow on me the fence of hearing. 

Berowne fieps forth ^ 

Speake braucHeftor, we are much delighted«^ 

Brag. I doe adore thy fweet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Louesherby thefoot. 

Tt nm. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This H e6l or farre farmounted Hannihall . ' 

The partie is go ne. 

Clow. Fellow He6h}r^ (he is gone) Iheistwo monetbs on her 

way. 

Brag. Whatmeaneflthou? 

Cloi^i^. Faith vnlefle you play the honcfl: Troyan, the poorc 
Wench is cafl away; (he’s quicke, the child brags in her belly 
already :tis yours. 

Brag, DoQ thou infaraonizc me among Potentates .«* 

Thou (halt die. 

Clow. Then (hall Heftor be whipt for Iacjuenettai^2!i\^. 
quickc by him, and hang’d for Pompey fhsit is dead by him« 
T>um. MoR vSitcPompeyl 
Boy. RcnomKdPornpey. 

Ber. Greater then gteat.grcat, great, great, Pompey ; Tompey 
— eic nuge^. 

‘Dm^ 


fjOues ltahwf*s lofi, 

orflirrethemon. „ u;* 

* ^Srair. By the Notth^pole I do challenge thee, 

r // 1 will not fight with a pole like a Northern man; He 
flalh , ile doe it by the (word : I pray you let xnc borrow toy 

Armes againe. . 

T>um. Roomc for the incenfed Worthies^ 

do. lie doc it in my (hirt. 

T>Hm. MoftrcfolutcP^i«w/;tfy. , - . 

Paz. Maftcr, let me take you a butten hoolc lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vneafing for the combat; what meane you? 
you will lofc your reputation. 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldxers pardon me,I will not com^ 
bat in my (hire. t i. i. n 

T>u. Youmay not denicit, P(?w;/^^jr hath made the cpallengCa 

Brag* Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Be?^ What reafon hauc you for’c ? 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, I haucnofliirta 
I go woolwardfor penance. 

Boy, True, and it was inioyned him in Romeiox want of Lin* 
;icn : fince when, lie befworne he wore none, but a difliclout of 
and that he wearesnext his heart for a fauour» 
Enter a Mefenger^tJUaanfier Marcadc. 

Mar. God fancy ou Madame. 

Welcome UHarcadc^ but that thou interrupteft our 
merriment.. 

Marc. I amforric Madam,forthcmwcsl bring is heauy 
an my tongue. The King your father. 

Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euen fo : My tale is told . 

Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. For mine owne part,! breath free breath; I hauc fecne 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferction, and S ' 
will right my felfc like aSouldicr. Exmt Worthies.' 

Kin. H ow fare’s your Maicftie? 
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